VARIOUS    OCCASIONS

might almost be called "aerial hitch-hiking," for I was taken from
one station to another in any aircraft that happened to be going
that way, I think the best day's hitch-hiking I had started in
a Tiger Moth, went on in a Sunderland and finished in a Fleet
Air Arm Fulmar.

In the late autumn of 1942 I joined a Chatham House team
under Lord Hailey, which was to attend the International Pacific
Relations Conference in Canada in December. The Air Ministry
gave me permission to travel by air, and Leslie Gossage, the Air
Member for Training, asked me to take the opportunity, whilst
in Canada, to visit some of the schools now operating under the
Empire Air Training scheme.

On the 15th November at midnight. Liberator 592 took off the
long runway at Prestwick bound for Newfoundland. This North
Atlantic Return Ferry service had been operating with B.O.A.C.
aircrew since May of 1941. As its name implies the service took*
back to Canada the pilots and aircrews of bombers recently
delivered from that country or America. I sat on the floor of the
machine, aft of the bomb compartment in company with fifteen
of these seasoned airmen. Two or three Americans amused me by
starting to play some dice game with vocal accompaniment, others
read books or just went to sleep.

The accommodation was not luxurious and the heating did not
seem to be working. There were thermos flasks of hot cocoa and
plates of sandwiches, but they froze up like bricks after a few
hours. Somewhere about half-way across we had to climb over a
depression to avoid icing conditions. This took us to 22,000 feet
and we wore oxygen masks for three hours. The connections to
the oxygen supply pipes were spaced at intervals along each side
of the fuselage. A visit aft for a certain purpose meant plugging in
the end of the oxygen tube to any unoccupied connection as one
progressed towards the objective. Having arrived there I failed
to find the socket, so took a chance that I could stick a minute
without the oxygen. I flopped as a result, and a sleeping figure
on whom I subsided saw what was the matter and made the
necessary connection. Having found my way back to my patch
of floor I breathed the exhilarating gas hard for a minute or two
and was quite all right again.

After twelve hours we came down through the overcast right
over Gandar, in Newfoundland, one of the main airports of
R.A.F. Ferry Command. It was the first time I had ever crossed
the Atlantic and I hadn't seen the sea at alL
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